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believe that he wrould make any career for himself in England.
But   Lord   Randolph   died.    The   boy   became captain of his own destiny.    Thereafter (until, quite lately, he succeeded to a considerable family patrimony) he was  dependent upon his own exertions. Nor did his talents prove inadequate to the task of providing him with surroundings which might satisfy a disposition easily contented with the best of everything.    The boy thought stupid at Harrow ripened into precocious cleverness at Sandhurst, when confronted by congenial tasks wherein he detected the promise of advancement in what then seemed to be his  career.    And  thereafter,  with  every year that passed, his mental stature and his taste for literature,    * adventure, and politics grew and prospered.    Cavalry subaltern,   soldier   of  fortune,    journalist,   author, politician,   and  artist,  he has  achieved  distinction in all these versatile branches of human intellectual endeavour.    He has touched many departments of combative literary and artistic effort, and has not failed to adorn each in the process.
To those who know him well it is very remarkable • how  complete  is  the public misconception  of the man.    He   is   looked   upon   as   reserved,   insolent, and even domineering.   For these illusions his own demeanour is (unintentionally) much to blame.    He   • has no small talk ;  and says everything which conies into his mind.    Sometimes caustic and disagreeable things come into it, though in private life this very seldom happens.    He walks through the Lobbies of the House of Commons with an air appropriate to Napoleon Bonaparte on the morning of the crisis of the 18th Brumaire.    He does not mean to be either
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